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When my friend’s dad died unexpectedly she called me, 
because there is no app for that.
I didn’t know what to say. One 
second her life was spinning and then 
suddenly it stopped. I whispered “I’m 
sorry,” and immediately cried. I didn’t 
know her dad well, but I knew her, 
and so I broke when she did. 
When my best friend had twins, 
I stayed with her for days. I cooked 
her family dinners and took her 
daughter to the park. That’s what 
happens when we have relationships 
with real people; we show up for 
them in real life. 
In the age of social media, it can 
be tempting to fake relationships. 
It can be tempting to post photos 
that fake intimacy, or fulfillment, 
or success. Everything we don’t like 
about our lives, we put filters on, and 
it’s tempting to create spaces where 
things look pretty.
You don’t need to be a social 
influencer to know that you have 
influence. We all have influence 
wherever we have relationships. 
We have the power to make each 
other feel seen.  
I am worried that the more 
visible we become online, the more 
invisible we all feel off. We can’t be 
more present in manufactured lives, 
than we are in our real ones.
Technology should enhance rela-
tionships, not replace them. 
At some point we started using 
filters, and now everything about us 
is photoshopped. 
Let’s use social media to create 
community that spills into our 
real lives.
Let’s be honest about the jobs that 
didn’t call us back. 
Let’s raise children who don’t 
think they need likes to be liked. Let’s 
commit to building relationships 
instead of followers because numbers 
don’t answer the phone at 2am. 
We are wired to need real rela-
tionships with real people because 
this is real life and life is hard. 
My goal for Envision Magazine, 
is to highlight authentic stories, that 
create real life conversations for 
young people within our churches 
and communities. 
Because we can download a 
sermon, but we can’t download a 
relationship, and I envision a world 
where conversation matters. 
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L E T T E R S  T O  T Y L E R 
November 18, 2004 is the day that my older brother, by 16 months, died from cancer. It was 
the first time that the pronouncement in Genesis 
burst through my everyday life. It ripped through 
the seams of my once immortal existence. I was 
seventeen years old. I was too young to come face to 
face with the meaning of God’s words, “For dust you 
are, And to dust you shall return.” 
When my wife and I started dating she encouraged 
me to start writing letters to my brother during a variety 
of different life moments. And so Letters to Tyler began. 
When we had a good date and I wanted someone to tell, I 
sat down and I wrote Tyler. When we got married, when 
we had our daughter, our son, when I had a good day or a 
bad day, whenever a cool breeze brought me a memory, I 
wrote. Here is the first letter I have left him, after he left me.
STORY BY SETH DAY PHOTO BY KELLY LORENZ
Dear Tyler,
It has been six years since you passed away and at unannounced moments the sting of your death becomes 
so alive and vivid. It’s as if someone grabbed your death by the horns and shakes it viciously in front of my 
face in an attempt to bring color to the already black and white memories of you that linger in my mind. 
Tyler, today was one of those moments. It was a profound moment in my life as I came to the realization 
that the wound from your death will never completely heal.
I recently visited home and walked past your picture hanging in the hallway. I stood there speechless, 
being lured in by the portrait of you casting a confident smile as you stared back at me as if to say, ‘I am  
a warrior who has earned his seat in the game of life.’ 
Your strong poise screams victory. You fought through cancer three times previously and endured painful 
surgeries, chemo, and radiation. You were my hero, triumphing in every battle you ever fought leaving  
that enemy powerless over you.
The scars concealed on your back testified of your valor better than any pen ever could. Tyler, you truly were 
a magnificent warrior to watch, few could ever fill the shoes you wore as you rode with your head held high 
into every fight, claiming the victory in the end. What more could be said of you and your commitment to your 
precious family by not giving up when the odds were stacked against you? You were the bravest man I ever 
met. Many days I would come home frustrated with life until my mind was able to take hold of reality again 
by allowing your struggles to better measure the insignificance of my own. You were invincible to me. A guide 
revealing that hardship chooses its victims without cause and reason, or at least it might appear that way.
It’s hard to think that cancer was still lying deep within your cells waiting to strike once more. This 
time being much more aggressive in its war craft, taking swift blows to your nervous system and vital 
organs leaving you defenseless as it crept in and stole your heartbeat. You were so frail in that final 
moment before you drifted into a deep sleep that will only be awakened by your heavenly Fathers voice.
I now understand it will not be until Jesus returns and I am reunited with you once more that I will 
find complete shelter from the storm of your sickness and eventual death. I must press forward anyway, 
doing everything in my power to not be overtaken by the enormity of the wound that’s been left. I must 
constantly seek resources that will aid me till the second coming, which is why I am starting these letters 
to you Tyler. Unleashing my emotions on paper allows each letter to act as some form of temporary refuge 
until Jesus calms the storm for good. I’m hoping this will get me through.
As I gazed into those blue eyes hanging in the hallway in your photo, I’m confronted with a new 
revelation. That we’re all frail and no one is exempt from affliction. Even the strongest warriors are 
subject to death. For those of us that are still fighting, the final outcome hasn’t been determined. Will  
we choose to have a faith like yours holding firm to the hand of God before our earthly journey ends, 
knowing that we will live once more? That our reason for existing in the first place was to bring glory and 
honor to God even if it means being faithful to Him through death? Or will we die in fear, all the while 
trying to grapple the purpose of life?
Your death, has left me changed, certainly for the worse, and yet somehow for the better. You  
have exemplified the picture of a Christian warrior Tyler, and behind you I will march into battle, following 
your example. 
Till We Meet Again, Seth
February 25, 2011
